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Running with the Devil 


Author's Notes: 

In the feedback | got for \'In the Midnight Hours\' someone suggested | write a sequel and that got my brain 
running. It ended up A LOT longer than | intended and now | have to write a second chapter just to finish my 
idea. This is the first chapter though. Hope you guys like. The title comes from F Scott Fitzgerald\'s \'The 
Great Gatsby\', Dave has always struck me as being a bit Gatsby-esque. 


Tommy woke, he was alone. There was a warm patch on the mattress where, until recently he assumed, Vince 


had been lying. He let a hand run over the warmth, as if trying to recreate Vince's presence there. 


There was a rustling in the kitchen, someone was moving around, trying to be quiet. Nikki never bothered with 


such courtesies. He knew it was Vince before the blonde walked into the room. 
"Hi," Tommy said, looking up from the floor. 


"Oh, hey, didn't think you were up." 


His reply was casual, he didn't make eye contact. 
"Yeah. Are you going out?" 


Vince was dressed smartly, for him at least. He was wearing a pair of his white pants, usually reserved for 
the stage and a reasonably clean shirt. He had a blue scarf tied around his neck and his hair was still wet in 
places, he'd washed it. Probably with that shampoo he used which made his hair smell like bubblegum. Tommy 
liked that shampoo. 


"Yep, Dave's taking me to lunch," Vince said as he started rooting around, throwing old rock magazines and 


candy wrappers out of his way, looking for something. 


"Again?" Tommy couldn't keep the whine out of his voice, "Dave's always taking you to lunch. Doesn't he have 


any other friends?" 
| spose not." Vince replied, shrugging his shoulders, "Ah, there it is." 


Vince stood and placed the earring he'd been searching for into the lobe of his right ear, a tiny silver cross. He 
then grabbed a couple of cheap metal bangles off of the top of the chest of draws they kept in their room 
and slipped them onto his wrist. 


"IF Nikki asks, I'll probably be a couple of hours," the blonde said, heading for the door. 
"Are you going now? It's a bit early for lunch, isn't it?" 


Vince gave one of his short laughs, looked at Tommy properly for the first time that morning, "Dude, it's 


almost one o'clock, we need to buy you an alarm clock." 


Then he was gone, a flash of white pants and bubblegum hair disappearing into the Los Angeles haze. Tommy 
crawled over to the window of the apartment which overlooked the street and was just in time to see Vince 
jump into a red convertible next to the one and only David Lee Roth. Dave said something which made the 
younger man laugh, throw his head back, shake his still wet hair. Tommy decided right then that he hated 


Dave. 


Then the car was gone. Tommy sat down on the floor and tried to make sense of last night. He'd fantasised 
about Vince from the first moment he laid eyes on him from across the school cafeteria, dreamed about the 
white blonde hair and tan skin and those lips, those thick lips. He wanted to kiss those lips so badly sometimes 
it actually hurt. 


And last night all of those fantasies had come true. Then why did Tommy feel so empty? It wasn't as simple 
as being hurt that Vince hadn't returned his feelings, that look in Vince's eyes when he had finished was still 
fresh in Tommy's mind. There was something torn inside Vince, something deeply sad and unloved within him 


which Tommy wanted to make better. It was something which Tommy, in his youthful bravado, believed he 


could make better. 

The sound of crashing and swearing from the other bedroom drew Tommy's attention, Nikki was awake. The 
tall man threw himself through the folding doors that divided the rooms and flopped down onto Tommy's 
mattress, smiling up at his friend. 

"Mornin T-bone." 

‘Hey,” Tommy replied absently, still distracted by thoughts of brown eyes and caresses in the night. 

Nikki rolled over, tugged at the drummer's hair, wanted to play. Tommy smiled but battered the hand away. 
Nikki sighed, "It's Vince again isn't it?" 

"Yeah. Jealous?" 

"Nah, | got bigger fish to fry," Nikki said with a smirk, "where is Blondie anyway?" 


Tommy snorted, 


"He's taking luncheon with Lord David of Roth," the drummer replied, effecting a rather poor snooty English 


accent. 
Nikki laughed, "What was that? An English person who spent his formative years in Kazakhstan?" 
"You're just jealous of my brilliant accents." 


"Yeah, that's it man, I'm jealous. C'mon, lets get some breakfast,” Nikki pulled himself up and stretched, "Mick's 
coming over in a while. We can jam until Vince gets back from luncheon" 


And so they did Mick arrived a couple of hours after Vince left and he and Nikki sat in the filthy living room 
drinking cheap beer and strumming their guitars, slowly trying to tease a song out of the thread of a riff. 
This part of the process always bored Tommy, he was rather superfluous to it until the majority of the song 
was done and then Nikki would get him to add a drum beat and they'd fiddle with that too. 


The young man sighed, spinning around on his stool behind his kit. Despite the cold of the night before, it had 
been another hot, muggy Los Angeles day, the kind where time itself slowed down and everyone seemed to be 


speaking through molasses. 


Tommy had resigned himself to a rather boring evening, he knew full well that in another couple of beers Nikki 
and Mick would be too drunk to play properly and the three of them would spend the rest of the night talking 
and getting smashed, too lazy to even leave the house to party properly and all the good intentions of song 
writing and practice forgotten 


Then Vince walked through the door. Tommy was caught off guard by how much his spirits lifted by just the 
sight of his friend. Vince is home, Vince is home, he felt like crowing. Then Dave stepped through the door too 


and Tommy's soaring good mood came crashing back down to Earth. 


"We-ell, good afternoon to all of you fine people," Dave crowed, a grin plastered over his handsome features, 


"and how are we all on this most marvellous of days?" 
Dave didn't give any of the ‘fine people’ in the room a chance to answer. 


"ll tell you how you are! You're feeling damn grateful that you have an Uncle Dave to look after you. And why 
is that? | hear you all saying. Well, its because Uncle Dave is throwing one of his famous little shindigs tonight 
and you are all invited. Don't thank me, don't throw yourself at my feet with love and gratitude, just get in the 
car, boys, and enjoy the wild ride with Dave!" 


There was a stunned silence in the room. Vince shifted from one foot to the other, looked down at his feet, 


one hand in his back pocket. ‘He's lost his earring: Tommy thought to himself. 


"Well don't all rush for the door at once," Dave laughed, his spirit still strong despite the cool response of the 
room, "I know you're probably all wondering why a megastar like me is giving you the time of day. I'm a 
charitable guy, this is my version of helping the poor kiddies in Ethiopia. | say let The Clash try and save the 


world, | just wanna save rock ‘n roll and you guys are my tax free donation 


"Now come on.up, up..you too Mr Excitement," Dave resorted to physically grabbing Mick by the arm and 


pulling him up, "down to the car and away we go-0-0." 


Nikki, Tommy and Mick couldn't help but be pushed down the stairs and into the awaiting convertible. Vince 
followed along almost sedately, Tommy kept trying to peer over his shoulder back at the blonde but Dave's 
face kept jumping in front of his own, babbling about something or other. 


Dave slid across the hood of his fire apple red convertible, Dukes of Hazard style, and slipped into the drivers 
seat, unlocking the doors for the others. Vince took his place in the front passenger seat, it occurred to 


Tommy that maybe Vince was avoiding looking at his band mates. The drummer found himself squeezed in the 


middle back seat between Mick and Nikki. 


It took almost two hours to get from the Motley house to Dave's mansion in one of the much nicer suburbs 
of Hollywood. It would have been a much shorter drive but Dave kept insisting they stop every couple of 
minutes so Dave could duck into a store to buy some miscellaneous piece of crap which he would then throw 
in the truck and forget about or so he could talk to the pretty girls walking up and down the streets and 
invite them to the party. 


By the time they got to Dave's house it was dark and the party was already in full swing despite the absence 
of the host. 


"Come on in boys," Dave shouted above the din, "we all gonna have a great time tonight” 

Tommy and the others followed Dave through the front door. It was dim inside and there were plenty of 
people around, Tommy's eyes went wide when he saw a popular actress and a well known director making out 
on one of Dave's couches. He'd never been to a famous person's house, never been to a party like this before 
and despite his dislike of Dave, Tommy had to admit he was a little star struck. 

The lithe form of Alex Van Halen seemed to materialise in front of them. 

"Hey Dave," Alex said, his smile wide but his voice cold, "where you been man? You've been missing all the fun 


"Al, great to see you here pally, where's that brilliant brother of yours?" Dave avoided the question 


"Valerie wanted him to stay in tonight, you know what she's like. Who's this?" Alex nodded in the direction of 


Dave's quests. 


"Al, this motley looking crew is none other than the one and only Motley Crue. These punks are the hottest act 
on the Strip, they're going to be huge, baby. You can take that one to the bank" 


Tommy met Nikki's eyes, was it just them or did Dave seem a little flustered? 

"Tommy, | just gotta introduce you. This here is the one and only Alexander Van Halen, you may recognise him 
from my band, Van Halen, maybe you've heard of us," Dave gave a slightly forced laugh, "Al, this is Tommy, 
he's got a real special groove going on behind the kit, he's a real talent. You two chat, talk about drumming, 


sticks, cymbals, all that jazz. | gotta work the room babies so I'll catch ya. Vinny, you're with me, there are 
some people you need to know wandering around here. Ciao kids." 


With that Dave grabbed Vince by the forearm and dragged him through the crowd. Tommy, Nikki and Mick 
were left standing in front of Alex who stared at them from beady, dark eyes. He addressed Mick first, 


"Have we met before?" he asked, a little sharply perhaps. 


"Uh, one of my old bands opened for you guys once when you were still doing clubs. You remember White 


Horse?" 
"Was that in '18?" 
"Yeah." 


That broad smile cracked over Alex's face again, "| remember. Man, you've changed. Didn't you use to have red 


hair?" 


"Yeah, used to," Mick bowed his head, uncomfortable with the scrutiny of the taller man 

Dave's bombastic voice could be heard from the other room, laughter erupted at something he said. Alex's 
eyes narrowed. Tommy studied the other drummer's face, he was so odd looking. It was the mixed heritage 
that did it, the Asian eyes with the highly arched eyebrows set in an otherwise Caucasian face were so out of 


place the effect was almost unsettling. 


"Anyway, nice seeing you again. You guys have fun, there's a bar in the living room. Good luck with the whole 
Mixed Few thing," Alex said as he walked off in the direction of Dave's voice. 


Its Motley Crue," Nikki yelled after his retreating form, "Asshole. C'mon T-bore, lets get some booze." 

The party wore on, more people arrived and before long Tommy found himself exceptionally drunk and 
separated from Nikki and Mick He wandered aimlessly from room to room, looking for Vince. He kept his ears 
open for the sound of Dave's voice, figuring that his band mate couldn't be far away, but Dave always seemed 


to be in the next room over, always just out of his line of sight like a spectre. 


When he did finally manage to track down Dave in the back garden, Tommy was surprised and disappointed to 
see that Vince was nowhere near his mentor. Tommy tugged at Dave's sleeve, 


"Where's Vince," he slurred. 


"Huh? Dunno kid, | ain't his keeper. | think | saw him head upstairs a little while ago," Dave shrugged and lit a 


cigarette, turning away from Tommy to continue a conversation with two young women. 


Upstairs, Vince was upstairs. That meant Tommy should be upstairs too. The young man weaved his way 
upstairs where the party was thinner, the only people up here were clearly only there for one thing. 


"Vince, Vince," Tommy called out softly, peeking into any open doors. 


Then he heard it, the blonde's voice coming from the bedroom from the end of the hall. Tommy sneaked over 


to the room's door which was slightly ajar and looked in. 
Vince was talking to Alex, his hands up in a defensive gesture while the older man stood over him. 
"| don't know what you're talking about, man," he was saying. 


"Yes you do! You're fucking him aren't you?" Alex emphasized his point by poking a finger sharply into Vince's 
chest. 


"No, | swear we're not! He's just helping my band out." 


"Liar! That's the problem with sluts like you, you're always liars too." Alex roughly backhanded Vince to the 


face, making him yelp and take a few steps back, clutching at his wounded cheek 


Tommy gasped but made no move, he was rooted to the stop with terror. Alex followed the slap with a sharp 


punch to the nose, there was a wet crunch and blood began to flow over Vince's face as he sunk his knees. 


"Listen whore, | know you're his little flavour of the month, | always know. And you know what? | don't care, 
that's fine. He can fuck you whenever he wants in the clubs or on the back of the bus or in your shit hole 
apartment. But let me make one thing clear," Alex grabbed Vince by his blue scarf and pulled him up to meet 
eyes with him, spoke through clenched teeth, "he doesn't get to bring you back to our house and parade you in 
front of me, alright?" 


Alex punched Vince again, in the stomach this time, letting him collapse to the floor. 


"If | ever find out you've been here again, if | ever find out you've fucked him in our bed," Alex knelt down and 
grabbed the younger man's head to make him look at him again, "I'll do some permanent damage to that pretty 


face." 


The older man stood, looking down at the quivering form in front of him. He gave two well aimed kicks to 
Vince's chest, each one making the singer cry out in pain. Tommy saw Alex smile, not the broad smile he had 


seen earlier this evening, but a smaller, crueller smile. 
"Fucking sluts. | don't know what he sees in you, you're all so fucking stupid. It's pathetic really.” 


Alex spat on Vince's face as a final parting gesture and turned to leave. Tommy panicked and flattened himself 
against the wall behind the door. It swung open as Alex walked through it, concealing Tommy in the process. He 
walked down the upstairs hallway, not looking back, pausing only to wipe a few droplets of Vince's blood from 
his jeans at the head of the staircase before he descended. 


Tommy slumped against the wall, he felt like he was about to vomit. It had all happened so quickly, he had 
barely had time to register what was going on before it was over, let alone react to it. He breath came out in 
gasps, he was pathetic, a coward, he hadn't done anything when his friend, the one he loved, was being beaten. 


He deserved to go to Hell for this. 

A groan from inside the room bought Tommy back into the present. He ran in to see Vince still in the same 
position Alex had left him in, blood rushing from his nose, clutching his sides where he had been kicked. He 
coughed and blood came out of his mouth, leaving violent stains on the white carpet. 


"Oh God, Vince. Its me, it's Tommy. Are you Ok?" 


Vince was only able to moan in reply, he tried to sit up, struggled with limbs that didn't seem to want to 


move. 


‘Its Ok, I've got you," Tommy lifted Vince and propped him up against the wall so he was at least sitting. 


The drummer grabbed a handful of tissues from the nearby vanity table and began to dab at the blood under 


Vince's rapidly swelling nose. He wiped away Alex's spit as well. 
"Try and keep your head back. It needs to stop bleeding before we can leave." 
Vince started crying then, tears mixing with the blood on his face. 


"Hts alright, it's alright. I'm here now, he's not coming back," Tommy whispered, trying to comfort himself as 
much as Vince. 


Tommy breathed a sigh of relief when Vince's nose finally stopped gushing blood. He picked the blonde up off 
the floor, pulling a tan arm over his shoulder to support him. They started walking down the hall, Tommy doing 
most of the work. 


Vince kept his head bowed as they made their way through the house. To the casual observer it would appear 
that the young man had simply taken in too much of David Lee Roth's legendary hospitality and was being 
taken home by his friend. 


Tommy thought briefly about trying to find Nikki and Mick and getting them all to leave together but thought 
better of it. Nikki's explosive temper would only prove to be a hindrance in this situation, he'd probably want to 
find Alex right then and beat the crap out of him, start a fight in the most obvious and destructive manner 
possible. No, it was better if he just left with Vince right then, they had to get back to the relative safety of 
the Motley House as fast as possible. 


Walking down the cement stairs in front of the house Tommy suddenly noticed that Dave was standing at the 
bottom of the walkway, farewelling some other guests. Dave looked up and his eyes met with Tommy's, his lips 
twitched and for a moment it looked as if he was going to move towards them, but then he stopped, seemed 


to think better of it and walked off in the opposite direction. He knew what had happened, knew because it had 
happened a dozen times before. And Dave didn't have to deal with this, he'd been getting tired of Vince anyway. 


Just as he knew what had happened, Dave knew what was about to happen. In a few hours or even sooner, 
he'd find himself alone with Alex. Al would yell and snap and most likely give Dave a shake or maybe a slap if 
he was very mad, and Dave would plead and cry and promise to never stray again, he'd tell him Vince was 
history (that at least would be the truth) and then they'd fuck breathlessly and he'd fall asleep watching Alex 
smoke a cigarette. In the morning Dave would wake alone because Alex would be downstairs, already on the 
phone with his brother, pulling Eddie back from the brink of some crisis of self esteem or marital breakdown, 
It was hard being the brother of a tortured genius, it was even harder being that brother's boyfriend. 


Tommy couldn't know any of this however, and it was a pity because if he did Tommy's naturally forgiving 
nature would have prompted him to feel a little sympathy for Dave, not just the burning hatred that 
consumed him as he watched the lead singer fade into the blackness of the gardens surrounding the house. 


That didn't matter now though, Vince was what mattered. Tommy pulled Vince's arm further over his 


shoulder, slipped an arm around the smaller man's slender waist to get a better grip and they both walked off 


into the night, leaving the effervescent joy of the party behind them. 


Nil Wait 


Author's Notes: 
| was so close to putting this up about 3 weeks ago but then | had a massive laptop crash and lost everything 
so | had to retype it. That\'s why it took so long. Hope you enjoy. 


Tommy stops, pulls Vince's arm higher over his shoulder, and starts walking again. He's beginning to regret 
leaving the party without Mick or Nikki, Nikki could've helped carry Vince at least. And Mick, he was always 
good in a crisis. Knowing him he would have disappeared around a corner and come back with a hot wired car 


and map to get them home. 

Tommy spies a bus stop at the end of the street and increases his pace to reach it. The ache is his shoulder 
from carrying Vince's weight has become a dull burn and his back is twitching from being bent for so long. He 
sits Vince down on the seat by the bus sign and stretches, arching his back into a more normal shape. Vince 
puts his head in his hands, doesn't acknowledge Tommy. 

The drummer walks over to the pole which holds up the bus sign and tries to examine the route map attached 
to it, to see if it offers any clue as to their position. He's lost. And the map is useless, its ripped diagonally 
right through the middle. Fantastic. 


"Are we Ok, Tom?" Vince's voice is a weak croak. 


"Yeah, we're cool dude. Just tryin’ to see if there're any buses coming by here. We might not have to walk all 
the way home," Tommy replies, trying to sound light hearted. 


"We're lost aren't we?" 
"Yeah. Really lost." 


Vince gives a short chuckle. It wasn't really a laugh, there certainly wasn’t any joy in it, but it was something, 


and Tommy took heart in it. 


"Cmon, | think | know where we are. There's a place around here.." Vince stands, wraps his arms around his 


ribs and crosses the road. Tommy follows. 
"You sure you're Ok to walk, dude?" 
"Yeah, l'm ok." 


"You hurting bad?" 


"Nah, I've had worse beatings." 

Tommy frowns, "You sure?" 

"Yes, lm sure! Just leave it, man" 

Vince's tone is sharp, it stops Tommy from pushing the conversation any further. 


The taller man follows his friend through a few more streets, around some corners, until they're standing in 
front of an expensive looking apartment block. Vince kneels downs and gets Tommy to help him lift a large 


ornamental pot plant under which a key is hidden. Vince uses it to open the door. 

"Dude, this isn't our house," Tommy says, hoping Vince knows what he's doing. 

"| know that, dumb ass. Dave has the pent house here; we can use his phone to call a taxi." 
| dunno man, did Dave say you could just use his apartment?" Tommy whispers, worried. 
"Dude, | seriously don't give a fuck about what Dave thinks right now." 


Vince leads them down the cool white hall of the apartment lobby and pushes the button for the lift. At the 
top floor, Vince gets out and walks up to the only door on the landing. He slides his fingers along the top of the 


doorframe and pulls another key out of thin air. He uses this one to let them inside. 


Trying to cover how uncomfortable he feels, Tommy makes another attempt at conversation, "So, have you 


been here much before?" 


"A couple of times,” Vince says, finding the light switches with an ease that suggests that this is clear 


understatement. 


The apartment springs into light in front of Tommy and he feels his jaw go slack. It's beautiful. The whole place 
is decorated to an Asian theme, Japanese maybe, with stark white walls and dark wood flooring. The walls are 
decorated with silk screens and on every table and bare surface there's something to catch the eye. Growling 
jade dogs, blue china so fine Tommy can almost see through it, silk screens painted with dragons and cranes; 


everywhere Tommy looks, there's something new. 


None of it looks cheap either; all the pieces have an aura of age and authenticity to them. The whole place 
reeks of money. Tommy feels a slight tightness in his belly, like he used to feel when he went to museums for 
school trips, the terror at the thought of smashing something accidentally making him break out in a sweat. He 
clasps his hands in front of his body and takes slow steps across the room until he reaches the relative 
safety of a leather couch and sits down. 


Vince has no such concerns however, and slinks into the kitchen to call a taxi. He comes back into the living 
room with two beers and hands one to Tommy. The drummer can't help but notice how effortlessly Vince 
moves around Dave's apartment. 

"The toxi'll be about an hour. We can hang here until it comes." 

Tommy sips the beer, taking sideways glances at Vince when he thinks he won't be caught. How many times 
had Vince really been here before? Had he done this with Dave? Bought him a drink, sat down next to him on 
the sofa, let Dave's hands run over his body? 


Vince winces and touches his slightly swollen nose, "You think there'll be any permanent damage?" he asks. 


Tommy's cheeks begin to burn with anger. Is that it? Is that all he ever worries about? He's just been beaten 


and thrown out like trash and he's worried his nose won't look pretty tomorrow?! 


"Why? You scared you won't be able to get another sugar daddy?" The words are out before Tommy can stop 
himself, but he doesn't regret it. 


Vince blinks, then looks down at his beer in his hands, he doesn't reply. 
Tommy can't stop himself. The words just keep coming. 


"So, explain this to me, dude. How'd it work with you and Dave? Do you have a pimp or something or did he 


just pick you up off the street? And how'd he pay you? Was it actual cash or did he just buy you shit?" 


Vince won't look up, he picks at the label on his beer. When he speaks, his voice is small and defeated, "What's 
your problem Tommy?" 


"My problem? MY PROBLEM?" Tommy stands, starts to pace in front of the sofa, "! don't have a fucking 
problem, man You have the problem. You were beaten and..and spat on and thrown away tonight. And you're 
acting like it's nothing" 

Vince crosses his arms, "It's none of your fucking business.’ 


"Yes it isl" 


"Why?" Vince suddenly seems to snap, looks up at Tommy when the younger man doesn't reply. When he sees 
the flustered look on the drummer's face he knows he's found a weak spot. He chuckles. 


"Fuck, | should have known," another cold, joyless laugh, "This isn't about me at all, is it? This is your problem." 


"No, it's not!" Tommy knows he's trapped, "It's because..because.." Why is it always so hard to find the words 
he needs? 


Vince stands and saunters over to Tommy, pressing his body against the taller man's. 


"Is little T-bone jealous?" he simpers, wrapping his arms around the other man's lean waist, "This is what you 
want, isn't it?" 


Tommy wriggles, tries to disengage himself. "No, stop it." What is he trying to say? It's right there, on the tip 
of his tongue. If only he could think for a moment.. 


"Just take it baby. | won't fight. We can do it here, on the couch. | know you can make me forget all about 


Dave." Vince's hands creep down to grip Tommy's buttocks. 
"No! Just stop..NO!" 


Tommy gets his hands between his and Vince's body and uses them to shove Vince away. The blonde stumbles 
backwards and falls down onto the couch. There is silence, punctuated only by both men's heavy breathing. 


"Its because you're better than that," Tommy says, finally finding the words he's been looking for. 


Vince looks up, shocked by such a simple phrase. Then Tommy sees it, the smallest flash of vulnerability and 


need spread over Vince's face. It lasts less than a second, almost too quick to catch. 
But it was there. 


That one tiny moment in time gives Tommy hope; he has seen the chink in Vince's armour. Inside of Vince, 
somewhere deep inside, there is a person who needs love so desperately he can't even admit it to himself yet. 
All Tommy has to do is wait. Progress has been made tonight. 


The moment is gone as quickly as it arrived. Vince snorts, stands up and starts admonishing Tommy for his 
naivet.. Saying something about how Tommy doesn't know anything about the music business, doesn't 


understand how the real world works. Tommy just smiles and nods in reply, not really listening. 


Eventually Vince gets tired of this, "C'mon, we're going to need some money for the taxi. Dave always keeps 


some cash around here." 

The taxi! Tommy had almost forgotten about it. He follows Vince into one of the rooms off the living room. It 
looks like a study, there's a desk and a large high backed chair and a bookshelf full of leather bound, official 
looking books. Tommy pulls one off the shelf and finds himself surprised when he sees that it's an actual novel, 
with words and pages, not just some cardboard model of such. 


Vince is rooting around in Dave's desk. He finds what he's looking for and holds it aloft triumphantly. 


"Ah Hah! Here we go. You need cash for anything, dude?" Vince waves a rather fat money clip in front of 


Tommy's face. There would have to be about $500 in there! 
Tommy wrinkles his nose at the offer, he doesn't even want to steal from Dave he hates him so much. 
"Nah, l'm cool. You sure Dave won't miss that much?" 


"Nah," Vince looks down at the money in his hand, runs a finger over the edges of the bills slowly, "He always 


was terrible with money. He won't even know it's gone.” 


Vince is silent for a moment, remembering something he doesn't want to share. Then he smiles, puts it behind 


him. 

"C'mon, let's get out of here. We can wait for the taxi downstairs. | hate this place." 

eR 

They get back to the Motley house fairly quickly once the taxi arrives. Back in their ratty apartment with the 
broken windows and unlockable door Tommy feels safe, comfortable. He pulls off his shoes, shirt and jeans and 
flops down on his mattress. He's exhausted. He closes his eyes and is almost asleep when he feels a warm 
body press against his side and an arm wrap around his waist. 

"Hey, Tommy?" Vince asks, letting Tommy put an arm around his shoulder. 

"What, dude?" 

"Don't tell Nikki or Mick about tonight, Ok. It's our secret, right?" 

Tommy nods in response; he's too tired to talk. 

"Good," Vince says with finality. There's silence for a few minutes, Tommy is almost in dreamland when: 

"Hey, Tommy?" 

"Yeah, Vince?" 

"Is it ok if | sleep here tonight?" 

"It's fine, man" 

Nothing more is said after that, both men have fallen asleep. Tommy dreams. Sometimes he's ballroom dancing 
with Vince, swinging him around the room and pressing him close to his chest. Other times he's with Nikki, 


watching his friend fry up a particularly large fish. Nikki turns to him and says "You see. | told you I'd get a 


big one." 


A loud bang and the sound of the front door slamming snap Tommy out of this dream. He looks over at Vince, 
who's still asleep, and rolls over to wrap another arm around the blonde. He isn't worried, he knows its Nikki 


coming back from the party, a burglar would try to be quieter. 


More banging and cursing comes from the living room. Tommy is surprised when he identifies two voices 


swearing in tandem. 
"Where's the fuckin’.fuckin'.lights? Where are they?" Nikki's voice slurs. 
"Is your place, dude. Don't be asking me," Mick replies, also very drunk from the sounds of it. 


"Ahh, fuck it. Just need bed. Light's for losers anyway.” Tommy hears another crash as Nikki slips over the 


jam Tommy spilt on the kitchen floor this morning, then more swearing. 


"Ah fuck, lemme help, lemme help." That would be Mick again. "Fucking hell, you're all jammy and sticky and shit! 
Stop fucking wriggling!" 


"My head huuuurtts," Nikki whines. 

"Fuck, you need to get to bed" 

Nikki gives a low snicker, "Only if you come with meeeee." 
"Yeah, whatever Sixx." 


There's some more bangs and grunts. Then Tommy hears Nikki's bedroom door open and close and the sound 


of a heavy body hitting the bed. 
"Oooohhh, you tryin to get me naked now, hee hee hee," Nikki laughs. 
"Mph, I'm trying to get your fucking shoes off. Shit, how do you walk in these things?" 


"Like the whore | aml" Nikki announces triumphantly before collapsing into giggles again, "Hey! Hey! Where ya 


goin’ man?" 


Tommy hears an exasperated sigh, "l'm going home Nikki. You know Tina, she's gonna fuckin’ kill me for being 


out this late." 


"| hate Tinal She's a fuckin.:fuckin bitch and | hate her. The band hates her. You need to dump her for the good 
of the band. Don't you love the band Miiiick? Don't you love us?" Nikki's voice is a drunken whine. Tommy can 
almost see Nikki thrashing around on the bed as he talks. 


"I love it when you go to sleep, that's what | love right now. Hey! What the fuck man?! Get your jammy gross 
hands off me!" 


"No! Not till you promise to dump Bitch-tinal It's for the good of the band!" 

Tommy hears a struggle, grunts. Someone bangs into the wall and then into the French doors which divide 
Nikki's bedroom from his and Vince's. Finally Tommy hears the bed springs squeak sharply as two bodies fall 
onto it. 

"Hah! Gotcha now, Mr Wriggly. Now say you'll dump her! Say it!" 

"FINE! Ill fucking get rid of Tina. You fucking happy now? Where am | going to live, huh?" 

"Aww, you can live here with me.with us. With us. We'll be happy, everyone together... 

"Yeah, whatever Nikki. Go to sleep." 

"K. Night Mick" 


"Goodnight Nikki." 


Soon the only sound coming from the other room is light snores and even breaths. Tommy looks down at 


Vince, who is somehow still asleep despite the domestic in the next room. He smiles to himself. 


It wasn't a bad party. 


